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INTRODUCTION

I am Anthony Lewis.

On March 1, 2025, I lost my wife to suicide. Losing my one trusted confidant and the only shoulders I had to cry on, I have chosen to write along through this journey. I’ve lost my person, the only one I opened up to, so I speak to the world now instead. Before this all began, writing was just a tool for me to work through my own thoughts and feelings, but now, it’s becoming a tool for others.

Since my wife’s passing, I have transcribed every ounce of the pain, every aspect of the grief, and every bit of this marathon of horrors that followed her death.

Laying everything on the table, I express all the struggles and convey all the emotions that follow a tragedy like this and put them into the words that display their true power. I express my heartbreak, guilt, pain, and everything else in-between.

I write not just to help myself anymore but because it has brought help to others. I have the power to speak to those who grieve as well and express the emotions they struggle to understand or convey. I can provide enough impact to help those who consider suicide to see what the aftermath truly feels like.

In my memoir, First, She Chose to Die. Second, So Did I!!! I tell the story following my wife’s suicide and the process leading to my subsequent attempt 42 days later, and I utilize my perspective as a widower to suicide and a survivor of my own attempt to help the confused, the bereaved, and the suicidal.

In this book, I focus on grief and its many aspects, hoping it may serve as a grief companion of sorts to those who’ve now found themselves walking these excruciating paths, letting them know they’re not alone and show, with complete honesty, what this process may really entail.

Those who are lucky enough to lack first-hand experience of these circumstances typically like to say there are five stages of grief: denial, anger, bargaining, depression, and acceptance. Those fortunate souls may believe that it also means that grief is a linear process.

Nothing could be further from the truth. Follow along as I show you that grief is not linear, and for many, there are certainly more than five stages.

The principle of the five stages of grief was originally intended for patients with terminal illnesses, so when it comes to grief and loss, some of the meaning is lost in translation. There are many similarities, but there are many key differences as well.

There is no right or wrong way to grieve. We all do it in our own ways, but the pain involved is experienced by all of us who have lost our soulmates and loved ones.

Feel what it’s like to lose that which is most precious and try to continue onward, whether to better understand your own journey, to better help your loved ones in mourning, or to help you see that your loved ones will never be better without you.

This book comprises daily journal excerpts, poems, blogs, and various other writings I have made in the first year of this unwanted journey. In addition, I provide some of my own personal insight and observations along the way in the hopes it might bring you some needed comfort, perspective, knowledge, or company in knowing you’re not alone. Look closely as you read through each entry and you may notice how the patterns, running themes, and the details shine the light on the different aspects of grief being present at any stage. The entries of each chapter are entered in chronological order to highlight the nonlinear overlap of the different aspects of grief.

Grieving is confusing for everyone. Again, there’s no right or wrong way to grieve, but no matter what, these times will be very emotionally charged. You may feel every emotion at once or nothing whatsoever. The combinations and their constant shifting will make feelings too complex to fully understand at times, or maybe even all the time.

Whatever you feel, you’ll feel it strongly, in no particular order, in varying strengths, at any time, and there’s no rule that says you’ll only feel them one at a time. They’re not lining up in a single file to visit with you.

These stages of grief that I will describe may seem as though they’re in a linear, chronological order, but grief is not linear. These chapters are not meant to be interpreted in any given order, because you’re not likely to experience them in the same order. This is not a step-by-step view of the process, because everyone’s process is different.

Personally, I take issue with using the term “stages” for grief because it also implies there’s some linear, natural order to this experience. From this point forward I will be referring to them as aspects of grief instead. There are too many ebbs and flows with grief, and it comes in waves and tides. I’ve seen too many people already who’ve been hung up wondering why they’re not at one stage or another or trying to figure out where they are in their journey, as if there’s some kind of map. If only it were that simple or easy.

My experience will not be 1:1 just the same as yours. Our situations are different, our circumstances are different, we are all different, and we all grieve in our own ways. However, you may be surprised just how much we might have in common. There are so many wild, powerful, and intricate thoughts and feelings flying and crashing all around. They’re tough to comprehend and hard to describe for many, but as some people have explained to me, I have a way with words and I’m not afraid to be raw, vulnerable, and honest about it.

This has brought comfort to others to hear their own thoughts and feelings expressed by someone else, especially when they’ve struggled to find a way to express them on their own, which can make it more difficult to work through or even process.

It has brought much-needed perspective and insight to those who contemplate their own demise through the details and impacts provided in my writing. Vividly explaining and describing what it’s like to lose a loved one can be a powerful tool. It can help to convince those who think their loved ones would be better off without them to reconsider that notion.

For those who are not reading this for their own grief, but rather just trying to understand and empathize with someone who is grieving, then I hope this may prove useful for you as well. Even if you don’t have the experience to relate, I hope this may resonate enough to provide a little useful insight, and I thank you for making the effort and showing your empathy, too.

For disclosure, while I may have decades of experience as a therapy patient, I am not a therapist. This book will not replace your past, present, or future therapist, or any other provider for that matter. I speak only through experience. I might be able to hit the nail on the head very well, but there is no substitute for qualified help.

I know it’s not always easy or even accessible for everyone, and unfortunately, some providers can be well beyond their depth dealing with these issues, but please don’t forgo therapy or grief counseling if it is an option for you. If you are seeing a specialist that you feel just doesn’t get it, then shop around as you need for the right fit.

This book can help you feel a little more understood and less alone in your experience, but I’m not necessarily qualified to tell you what to do with these feelings. What works for me might not cut it for you, or it could possibly even make things worse. I can provide some basic advice as a starting point, but a professional is better equipped to help you continue along your journey.
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CHAPTER I
 
SHOCK AND DENIAL

Of all the aspects of grief to use as an example to show how non-linear it really is, it is undeniably denial. Undoubtedly, shock will be the first reaction, and denial is the obvious place to start. It can’t be real. One thing’s for sure; these don’t just happen at the beginning; they just happen at any point, and even with acceptance.

One might wonder how acceptance and denial could possibly coexist, and before this nightmare began, I could not fathom it. I may still not fully understand it, but it’s impossible to ignore the loudest voices in my head.

Denial will be the persistent architect behind the constant kicks in the chest from reality. It can allow you to believe things are back to normal for just a moment, providing a false sense of security that routinely gets ripped away. Reality can’t kick you like this if you never left it in the first place.

Those kicks can come repeatedly, every day, and many, many times. Denial is the most incredible force I’ve ever encountered. It can be overwhelming, overpowering, and even dominating. In my opinion and in my experience, it is the most powerful force out of any of the aspects of grief. It can be strong enough to fracture minds by splitting realities to exist in more preferable worlds.

You can’t fathom the loss, and you don’t want to, so your mind will do whatever it can to make that happen. The mind is a powerful thing, and through denial, it will display its spectacular strength.

Objective evidence may not even do the trick. Death certificates may not do it. Seeing them in the casket may not do it. Being the one who found them and living with that memory may not do it, even though you can’t get the image out of your mind. It’s that strong.

There might be specific areas where denial never completely goes away. You may just never believe what happened no matter how much time has passed, but don’t give up hope; you will learn to accept it enough in due time.


Journal

Day 17

“11:15 PM. On this very minute 17 days ago, I received that horrible call I can’t stop reliving, informing me that my wife has passed away, then telling me it’s suicide. Alisa, my love, she can’t be gone. The more this sinks in, the less I believe it.

We had a true, destiny-filled, fairy tale love and attraction. How can this be? It can’t! It doesn’t make sense! I just can’t accept this! How could I lose her like this? Why couldn’t I just be “her rock” like always before? She can’t just be a memory; it can’t be true.

I am broken, and I no longer feel human. Nothing is worthwhile without her. Any experience I have without her results in pain. You didn’t need to do this…”

Day 53

“I still can’t believe you’re gone. I just realized that I’m still in shock. I don’t think I could ever come to terms with this. I know you’re gone, but I can’t believe it could be you. I still think I’m going to see you walking down the walkway. Our story can’t end like this.”

Day 128

“This can’t be eternity. Death can’t be the end. It can’t be over. This isn’t true. You’re still coming home, right?”

Day 190

“No matter how farfetched, this reality seems the least plausible. I would rather believe you ran away, were abducted by aliens, or in witness protection.”

Day 254

“I’m still waiting for you to come home. This can’t be the truth! Where are you?”


Day 60
 
“60 Days”

I wake up every morning and look around the room, hoping it looks the way it used to. Hoping to see the dolls on the shelf and not hidden away. Hoping that the walls aren’t covered with pictures of you so that I can run upstairs and see your genuine eyes.

Acceptance will never truly come. I am not capable of accepting the situation or the circumstances. I’m not capable of truly believing that this is my life. This doesn’t compute. Our true love can’t end like this. It can’t end at all!

My mind and body continue to shut down. Words struggle to come to my exhausted mind. My arms are heavy. I feel depleted, and I struggle to stay awake.

Nothing hurts like a soul does.


Day 105
 
“She’s Not Dead Forever, Right?”

These voices of denial speak louder and louder.

I feel like I’ve regressed into a child’s comprehension of death, and the permanence becomes lost on me.

It chains. First, “She can’t be gone” is followed by “But not forever, right?” and then to “She’s still coming home soon!”

There’s a math error in my head. It’s not possible that the love of my life would take herself out of this world. It’s not possible for her to be dead when I love her so fucking much. It’s not possible; fairy tales can’t end like this.

It just doesn’t compute. Our love was supposed to be forever, not my grief.


Day 142
 
“Death. Is. Not. Real.”

That’s not how life works. It can’t be true. It can’t be you.

At night, those dreams I can’t remember make up for their lost time by consuming my consciousness. What dreams I have at night dissolve from my memory at the very moment I awake. They sail away, gone with the wind.

The dreams that eat at me in my waking hours are deceptive mirages. Through delusion and hallucination, I can occupy the same world you do. Suddenly I wonder how I’ve come to feel some peace. Wherever did it come from?

The visions then fade and evaporate. The mask of delusion is lifted from my eyes to see the world I pray is not the real one. It points its finger toward me, telling me this painful world is truly my home. In an act of futile, stubborn arrogance, I defy this assertion. The very notion and every implication that accompanies the idea that you are gone is impossible to accept. You can’t be gone. True love can’t die.

My desire to hear your thoughts and soothe their edges is eternal and remains constant. Surely, I can still ease your pains, rebuild you, and watch you grow again. No matter the challenge or how dark they made the world out to be, we always pulled through. Without fail, I was always able to reassemble the puzzle pieces left behind when you would fall apart.

Never before was this ability in question, so how could it fail now?

It simply can’t be that this is how life continues. Of all the people in all the world, how could it be you? The love I gave you, the love we shared, surely had the power to shield us. Surely it had the power to save you from yourself.

You flirted with this disaster in the past; I remember that well. I also remember how that all stopped and how I gave you the power to leave that behind. If that can be true, how could it also be that you are gone like this?

Death can’t be forever, so when will it be that you finally come home?

When can I hear your voice to explain all the pain away? When may I see your silhouette when the light shines through the door I watch and pray is opened? When will I need your love and again turn to you and find it? When will I find a moment of peace that doesn’t require that I exist in alternate realities where you are still among us?

I carry your picture with me wherever I go to stare into your chocolate eyes. Each and every time I do, I truly can’t consider you to be among the dead. Your story can’t be over already. Our story can’t be at an end. There was too much left to write. Surely there must be a













